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THE LAKE DISTRICT.
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" Let any one haunted by small cares, by fears worse
than cares, and by passions worse than either, go up on
a mountain height on such a summer's day as this, and
there confront his soul with the living soul of Nature.
Will the stately solitude not calm him ? Can the noble-
ness of beauty not raise him to like nobleness? Is
there no Divine voice for him in the absolute stillness ?
No loving hand guiding through the pathless wilds?
No tenderness for man in the lavishness of Nature?
Have the clouds no lesson of strength in their soft-
ness? the sun no cheering in its glory? Has the
earth no hymn in all its living murmur? the air no
shaping in its clearness? the wind no healing in its
power? Can he stand in the midst of that great
majesty the sole small thing, and shall his spirit, which
should be the noblest thing of all, let itself be crippled
by self and fear, till it lies crawling on the earth when
its place is lifting to the heavens? Oh 1 better than
written sermon or spoken exhortation is one hour on
the lonely mountain tops, when the world seems so far
off, and God and His angels so near. Into the Temple
of Nature flows the light of the Shekinah, pure and
strong and holy, and they are wisest who pass into it
oftenest, and rest within its glory longest. There was
never a church more consecrated to all good ends
than the stone waste on Helvellyn top, where you sit
beneath the sun and watch the bright world lying in-
radiant peace below, and the quiet and sacred heavens
above."

Probably there  is  no  spot of English ground to
which more pilgrimages  have, during  the  last half-
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